into battle
of different kinds, but carefully assorted to be complementary and
divisible into small self-contained units, cut off all communications
between us and the main French Armies. It severed our own
communications for food and ammunition, which ran first to Amiens
and afterwards through Abbeville, and it shore its way up the coast
to Boulogne and Calais, and almost to Dunkirk. Behind this
armoured and mechanised onslaught came a number of German
divisions in lorries, and behind them again there plodded com-
paratively slowly the dull brute mass of the ordinary German Army
and German people, always so ready to be led to the trampling down
in other lands of liberties and comforts which they have never known
in their own*
I have said this armoured scythe-stroke almost reached Dunkirk
—almost but not quite.   Boulogne and Calais were the scenes of
desperate fighting.    The Guards defended Boulogne for a while
and were then withdrawn by orders from this country.   The Rifle
Brigade, the 6oth Rifles, and the Queen Victoria's Rifles, with a
battalion of British tanks and 1,000 Frenchmen, in all about four
thousand strong, defended Calais to the last.   The British Brigadier
was given an hour to surrender.  He spurned the offer, and four days
of intense street fighting passed before silence reigned over Calais,
which marked the end of a memorable resistance.   Only 30 un-
wounded survivors were brought off by the Navy and we do not
know the fate of their comrades.   Their sacrifice, however, was not
in vain.   At least two armoured divisions, which otherwise would
have been turned against the British Expeditionary Force, had to
be sent to overcome them.   They have added another page to the
glories of the light divisions, and the time gained enabled the
Graveline waterlines to be flooded and to be held by the French
troops.
Thus it was that the port of Dunkirk was kept open. When it
was found impossible for the Armies of the north to reopen their
communications to Amiens with the main French Armies, only one
choice remained. It seemed, indeed, forlorn. The Belgian, British
and French Armies were almost surrounded. Their sole line of
retreat was to a single port and to its neighbouring beaches. They
were pressed on every side by heavy attacks and far outnumbered
in the air.
When a week ago to-day I asked the House to fix this afternoon
as the occasion for a statement, I feared it would be my hard lot
to announce the greatest military disaster in our long history. I
thought—and some good judges agreed with me—that perhaps
20,000 or 30,000 men might be re-embarked. But it certainly
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